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serious matter. Where ? That assumes an accomplice. Somebody else. Somebody else in the secret. The woman in the case ? Why didn't I ask him flatly about that ? Yes, why didn't I ? Because it was part of my system - my progressive method. And also as a matter of decency. He might think that I was going to demand part of the loot; or that I wanted to get hold of it because I didn't intend to give it back to him. For that matter, it was essential not to rush him. I haven't done so badly. What hold had I got over him, after all ? But to-day I must take advantage of the shock to get it away from him. Be firm ! Be firm ! "
Quinette clenched his fists as he walked along.
" There's no alternative.  I simply must find him."
Quinette found a picture rapidly forming in his head - a very expressive but highly simplified picture; a large-scale but summary sketch, which lay flat before him, a little slantwise, under a surge of soft, whitish, cloud-coloured light. Something like a relief-map, almost without details and made of some material of no great consistency. Upon it, to the right, a kind of little circle, or, rather a globular projection, vividly lit up, which was the hovel, the scene of the crime. Some distance away from it, towards the centre, a dark mass, ramifying, radiating: the police. Right in front, a point which moved, and which was Quinette. Elsewhere, another point, which was Leheudry.
But the point Leheudry contrived to be present in this space without being situated in it. It was a fleeting point on which you could not fix your eyes. Your thoughts imagined it, so to speak, out of the corner of your eye. All these points were associated in a kind of relentless solidarity. It was as though they were bound together by a network of threads, or a system of stresses.
Such, for the moment, was Quinette's universe. He contemplated it with a stout heart. He repeated to himself: " I simply must find him. It's impossible, in any case, for me to wash my hands of him. Leheudry free in his movements, independent of me : a mortal danger. Safety rule : hold on to him, I could afford to let him go only if he

